most disturbing thought, for the old lady would be ter-
ribly distressed by what was about to happen. However,
the dispenser was pouring the liquid into a blue bottle ...
death, in a little phial ... the deadly liquid flowing
through the veins . . . Irene felt cold all over. She gazed,
fascinated, at the man's fingers pushing in the cork, then
pasting on the coloured label indicating that the bottle
held poison, then the neat wrapping stuck down at the
ends with red sealing wax. Her limbs were paralysed
at the gruesome thought of...

"Two crowns, please," said the dispenser.

Irene started as if waking from a drearn. She stared
round her, sought the money in her bag, mechanically
counted the coins.

Then someone jerked her arm, and she heard the
sound of money thrown on the counter. A hand was
thrust forward to seize the bottle.

, She turned, and stared the intruder in the face. Her
husband stood before her with tightly pressed lips. His
cheeks were livid, and beads of perspiration glistened
upon his forehead.

A feeling of faintness made her sway, and she leaned
against the counter to steady herself. Suddenly it oc-
curred to her that his had been the shadowy form in the
doorway. He had been following her.

"Come," he said curtly.

She was amazed to find how docile she was, obeying
without demur. Hardly realizing what she was about,
she automatically dropped into his stride. Neither
looked at the other. He still held the bottle in his hand.
Once he stopped to wipe the sweat from his brow. She
stopped likewise, not knowing that she did so. Still she
did not venture to look up at him. They did not speak,
the noise of the street ebbing and flowing around them.

He stepped aside so that she might pass into the house
before him. But she missed his protection at once, and
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